That all love's servants in this life endure;

The vows that all their promises assure;

Pleasure and hope, desire, foolhardiness,

Beauty, youth, bawdiness, and riches, yes,

Charms, and all force, and lies, and flattery,

Expense, and labour; aye, and Jealousy

That wore of marigolds a great garland

And had a cuckoo sitting on her hand;

Carols and instruments and feasts and dances,

Lust and array, and all the circumstances

Of love that I may reckon or ever shall,

In order they were painted on the wall,

Aye, and more, too, than I have ever known.

For truly, all the Mount of Citheron,

Where Venus has her chief and favoured dwelling,

Was painted on that wall, beyond my telling,

With all the gardens in their loveliness.

Nor was forgot the gate-guard Idleness,

Nor fair Narcissus of the years long gone,

Nor yet the folly of King Solomon,

No, nor the giant strength of Hercules,

Nor Circe's and Medea's sorceries,

Nor Turnus with his hardy, fierce courage,

Nor the rich Croesus, captive in his age.

Thus may be seen that wisdom, nor largess,

Beauty, nor skill, nor strength, nor hardiness,

May with Queen Venus share authority;

For as she wills, so must the whole world be.

Lo, all these folk were so caught in her snare

They cried aloud in sorrow and in care.

Here let suffice examples one or two,

Though I might give a thousand more to you.

The form of Venus, glorious as could be,
Was naked, floating on the open sea,
And from the navel down all covered was
With green waves, bright as ever any glass.
A citole In her small right hand had she,
And on her head, and beautiful to see,
A garland of red roses, sweet.smelling;
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